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of my fortunes, if they chccke me here. 

lag. You are in the right: 

Good night Leiucenant,! mud to the watch. 

Caf. Good night honeft Iago. Exit, 

fag. And what’s he the n, that fay es I play the villaine, 

When this aduice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Probad to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

T® win the Moore agen ? For tis mod eafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdne, 

In any honeft fuite file’s fram'd as fruitfull, 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer t to renounce hisbaptifme, 

AH dales and (y mbols of redeemed fin, 

His foitle is fo infetter’d to her ioue. 

That (he may make,vnmake,doe what (he lift,. 

Euen as her appetite fhall play the god 

With his wtakc fundion.-how am I then a villaine, 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell courfe, 

Direfily to bis good ? diuimry of hell, 

When diuells will their blacked fins put on, 

They doe fugged at ftrft with heauenly (hewes. 

As I doe now 5 for whilft this honed foolc 
ply es Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, 

And (he for him,pleades ftrongly to the Moore > 

He poure thisptdilence into bis tare. 

That (he repeales him for her bodies lud; 

And by how much (he driues to doe him gooa. 

She (hall vndse her credit with the Moore* 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodnefle.make the net 
That (hail enmelh them all: Enter lloderigo. 

How now Roden"? ? . ■ 

Red. I do follow here in the daafe,not like a hound thathunts,but 
one that filles vp the cry: my money is almod fpent,I habmtonig 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thinke the iflue will be, I (hallhauela 
much experience for my paines, andfono mony at all, and witn 

little more wix returneto Venice. . 

Jag. How poor c ate they, that haue not Patience ? ^ 
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What wound did euer heale.but by degrees ? _ 

Thou knoweft wc worke by wit, and not by witchcraft, 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’tnot goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou.by that f nail hurt,had calheir’d Cafsio , 

Tho other things grow faire againd the fun. 

Yet fruites that blofome fird,will firft be ripe ; _ 

Content thy felfc a while ; by’th made tis morning j 
Pleafure,and a<5tion,make the houresfeeme (hort : 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited, 

Away I fay, thou (halt know more hereafter: 

Nay get thee gon : Some things are to be done. 

My wife muftmouefor Cafsiotohtt midris, 

Iiefetheron. 

My felfe a while,to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finde, 

Soliciting his wife : I, chat's the way. 

Dull not deuife by coIdn:(Te and delay. Exeunt. 

ABm Sccena i. 

Enter Caifio ,mth fJMtefitians. 

Caf. 'll /I Atters,play here,I will content your paines, 

XV.1. Something thats briefe,and bid good morrow Generali. 

T bey play, and enter t he Clonne. 

Clo. Why maders, ha your Indrumentsbin at Naples^ that they 
fpeake i’th nofe thus ? 

Hoy. How fir, how? 

£>. Are thefe ; pray,cald wind Indrftments ? 

Hoy. I marry are they fir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangsatayle. 

Hoy. w hereby bangs a tay le fir ? 

Clo. Marry fir, by many a winde Indrument that I know. But 
matters, beer’s money for you, and the Generali ' fo likes your mu- 

fique, that hee defires you for louesfake, to make no more noy(c 
witjiic. 

F Bey. 
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